SELECTED POEMS 


- 


lr 


RONALD COOLBETH 


a | f Li a Le L e 


TABLE OF CONTENTS 


ONLY BLUE SKIES 

A SOLITARY FIGURE 

SHANGRI-LA 

MASTERS OF OUR FATE 

GHOSTS OF THE PAST 

A CHASM TOO GREAT 

DHARMA & SACRED COWS 

WORLD GODDESS 

THE NEW MILLENIUM 

THE GREEN MOUNTAINS OF VERMONT 
OUT IN OUR NECK OF THE WOODS 
FINDING ONE’S WAY 

THE CITY 

JUNGLE METROPOLIS 

WHAT ARE THE ODDS THAT WE WOULD MEET 
TRUTH 

THE HUMAN CONDITION 

FLIPPING THROUGH THE OBITS 
COURAGEOUS JOURNEY 

A HOBO HOPPING A TRAIN 

A TOMBSTONE IN DANVILLE, VERMONT 
IT’S A TOPSY TURVY WORLD 


THE GENERAL STORE 


ONLY BLUE SKIES 


The dark ominous looking clouds had finally parted, 

drifting slowly away until they were finally gone. 

There will be only blue skies from now on. 

Gloomy rain clouds dare not enter into such a clear blue sky. 
Most certainly, not too close by. 

There are a host of fluffy white clouds rolling around the sky. 
How much more pleasant can a summer’s day be? 


There can never be enough for me. 


A SOLITARY FIGURE 


| sit here in my wingback chair staring transfixed; 
Looking into the old fireplace, at the nearly burnt embers 
flickering. 

The fire is about to go out in any case. 

It seems | have been sitting here for hours on end, 
but being too intent to really notice. 

| think of the countless long nights here alone, 

dear friend. 

How many more nights until you return? 

Good God; | dare not think how many there might be! 
It is not good for a man to be alone. 


Am | to be forever at one with this black forbidding night? 


SHANGRI-LA 


According to legend; 

High in the Himalayan mountains there is a place called 
Shangri-La. 

If this place existed, it would be both Camelot and Utopia 
rolled into one. 

This would be a magical place where our dreams and wishes 
come true. 

We could go there to revitalize our minds, bodies and souls. 
Also to renew our faith in the human race. 

It is there that our hopes and dreams can be realized. 


Such an enchanting place must exist if only in our dreams. 


MASTERS OF OUR FATE 


Deep within our being, 

there is an unconscious flash of emotion. 

Emotions which rise to the surface suddenly, 

as does a storm at sea. 

Manifesting itself with such fluidity and swiftness, 
likened to a tidal wave swept ashore. 

Can such strong feelings be capable of control? 
Perhaps these emotions are met with limited success. 
| wonder can such a person come out of this type of 
anger unscathed? 

Or for the most part, still feel enslaved. 

Does this mean that total control over such emotions 
are inconceivable? 

Can we truly be “captains of our souls”? 


Or is this just a well sounding metaphor? 


GHOSTS OF THE PAST 


The ghosts of the past have long ago departed 
this old house. 

Nothing remains there now but memories, 
some good and some bad. 

| guess it’s all in how one perceives them. 

If anyone went there today, all they would find 
are cobwebs. 

Bad memories are much better left alone and 
undisturbed. 

There are some memories which are best forgotten. 
It is definitely not wise to stir up old demons. 


It’s better to let them lay dormant forever. 


A CHASM TOO GREAT 


Always be there, lying just below the surface, 
That feeling of fear, 

| simply brush it away, not thinking about it, 
It shouldn't be seen by others, 

Men must walk tall and not show fear, 

| did what had to be done, 

| pressed on toward the goal, 

Knowing well that just across the vast moors, 
Was a Safe place, 

A towering citadel out of harm’s way, 

But the chasm was too great to transverse, 
But then in the final analysis, 


Men weren’t meant for safe sanctuaries! 


DHARMA & SACRED COWS 


It’s three in the morning & sleep just won’t come! 

My soul aches to speak; the little voice inside of me refuses to be denied; 
It certainly must have its say! 

| feel as though I’m caught in some weird time warp! 

Such lonely isolation at this ungodly hour; 

It sends my mind racing! 

Thoughts coming like gushing rivers. 

Coming from the past & present with great force. 

I’m hoping that this is just Dadaism, signifying nothing! 

But my heart just doesn’t buy it. For all | know it’s all real. 
Signifying everything! 

Reminiscent of the early 1950’s 

Closing time in the wee hours on McDougal Street in the Village; 
Coffee houses, poetry readings, the Bitter End Café. 

Hydrogen bombs, fear & desolation, Dharma & Sacred Cows! 
Finally thoughts of hope manifested itself in my being! 

It transcended all else! 

Leaving me feeling like a Renaissance Man, 


But really sounding like a Beat Poet. 


WORLD GODDESS 


A cellular telephone rings; 

Resounding sharply. 

The ultimate fax is sent; 

Somewhere. 

Expensive car alarms sound, piercing the night. 
The Big Deal is struck. 

Money always changing hands on the Exchange Floor. 
Fortunes come and go, 

Gambling casinos are overflowing; 

Standing room only. 

A House of Dreams; 

It could happen today, who knows. 

Man is in hot pursuit of Fast Wealth; 

He must have the Rich Trappings of Society, 
Forsaking all toward this end. 

A Fair Tradeoff? 

Greed, the Goddess of our Time; 


Prostituting itself on the Altar of Materialism. 


THE NEW MILLENIUM 

WAS IT OUR KARMA THAT BROUGHT US DOWN? 

THAT SHUT US OUT? 

WE HAVE ENTERED A NEW MILLENIUM. 

WE ARE THE CHILDREN OF THE ASHES. 

IN THIS 21°’ CENTURY. 

THE CIRCLE REMAINS UNBROKEN. 

OUR FATE IS TO WALK ON UNFAMILIAR DARK STREETS. 

SEEING AND HEARING NOTHING. 

ALL IS VOID EVERYWHERE. 

HEAVY RAINS POUND THE PAVEMENT WITHOUT LETUP. 

URBAN STREETS FLOODING TO OVERFLOWING. 

HIGHER POWER FORGIVE ME MY SINS. 

AS FOR THE UNCONFORMISTS, THEY ARE DESTINED TO BE LOST. 
AND THROWN UPON A DUNG HEAP IN THIS OBSOLETE SOCIETY. 
THEIR CRIME WAS SIMPLY BECAUSE THEY CHOSE TO KEEP STEP 

WITH A DIFFERENT DRUMMER. 


FOR THERE IS NO PLACE IN THE 21° CENTURY FOR HERETICS. 


THE GREEN MOUNTAINS OF VERMONT 


| have walked through its lush green forests 

as man and boy, always feeling its greatness. 

| have breathed its pure air into my nostrils. 

| have drank deeply of its cold running spring waters. 
| have experienced the magnificent beauty of 

deer running through its vast forest with a young 
fawn following close behind. 

These are some of the wonders of the Northeast 
Kingdom which is Vermont. 

| have marveled at its majestic mountains towering 
high above me as though | was a mere speck on 


the face of the earth. 


OUT IN OUR NECK OF THE WOODS 


There is a time at day’s end 

when the sun is on the wane 

and the evening star is on the rise 

bright in the moonlit night. 

How pleasantly it shines through 

yonder windowpane, and 

continues to shine down this country lane. 

It’s this time of day that the horizon is most 
beautiful with the moon high in the starry sky. 
Perhaps every now and then a little cloud may pass by. 
It’s at this time of day when the awesome 


heavens are most visible to the naked eye. 


FINDING ONE’S WAY 


The young man was homeless so we took him in. 

He was hungry so we broke bread together. 

He had health problems and needed guidance so we took 
him to a hospital clinic so his body would be healed. 
He was confused so we brought him to a therapist so 
he would find peace of mind. 

He needed an income so we helped him find a job. 

He needed help to get back on his feet in order to have 
a life of his own. 

Most of all he needed to know that someone cared. 
After all is said and done he knows that he had landed 


in a good place. 


THE CITY 


THE WIND IS A SWITCHBLADE KNIFE 

SLASHING AT THE SMOKESTACKS OF URBAN INSANITY 
WHILE MAN, THE TIMELESS PREDATOR STAKES HIS PREY 
RELENTLESSLY ACROSS THIS JUNGLE METROPOLIS 

A LASHING RAIN POUNDS DOWN HOUR AFTER HOUR, 
FLOODING THE ENDLESS GUTTERS TO OVERFLOWING 
FOLLOWING ITS NATURAL PATH TO THE SEA 
SOMEWHERE IN THE DISTANCE A FLASHING NEON SIGN 
HISSES AS LITTLE PUFFS OF SMOKE DANCE WHEN HIT BY 
THE RAIN; IT READS “JESUS SAVES — HOT FOOD & BED INSIDE” 
THE MISSION BECKONED LIKE A LIGHTHOUSE AT SEA 

IT DREW THE HOMELESS AND DOWNTRODDEN 

THE MISSION SIGN SIGNIFIED A SAFE HAVEN FROM 

THE PERILOUS STREETS 


AS FOR THIS LONELY NIGHT; IT IS DESTINED TO BE NO MORE! 


JUNGLE METROPOLIS 


My poetry is a protest! A cry of anguish in the night! 
Shouting -— pleading into the ear of a sleeping American! 
As a cold lonely rain lashes the crazy sizzling hues of 
Hypnotic neons! 

Man, the civilized animal stalks his prey across this 
Jungle Metropolis by night. 

Indeed the wind is a switchblade knife! 


Slashing at the smokestacks of urban insanity. 


WHAT ARE THE ODDS THAT WE WOULD MEET 


We met by chance; she and I. 

It was under a cold winter sky. 

| was nervous and feeling sort of shy. 

It happened on Main Street downtown. 

We spoke for only a few minutes that day. 

It was a Saturday afternoon; | think | played the clown. 
It was an odd sort of way for us to meet. 

| was instantly taken by her striking beauty. 
Something told me that we would meet again! 
Would it be by chance; or will fate work its way? 
Who is to really say? 

|!am glad that she didn’t pass me by! 

Was it destiny that brought us together? 


Or did we meet merely by chance, she and I. 


TRUTH 


Sweet fragrance of scent, lifting higher and higher 
as to soar the very heavens. 

Roaming country roads, meditating on long 

past joys, bringing into present being 

wishful meaning----as meaning must be. 

Flower buds---emerging in pure birth, each scent 
blending ---always blending as one, to form 

the universal sea of truth. 

Thoughts flow forth as fleeting galaxy stars --- 
Madness, activity of dreams without order or reason. 
Searching---- searching--- truth elusive as mercury, 
changing--- constantly changing as earth’s season. 
Reality as truth incompatibly distant; 


The Search goes on. 


THE HUMAN CONDITION 


The absolute resilience of the human spirit has always 
Astonished me great 

As the human spirit is truly free 

This immortal entity knows no boundaries 
Nor has it any limitations 

For it is eternal 

As the human condition is only temporary 
There exists a much greater condition 

The spiritual one. 

We face anew in this knowledge 

And have a renewed strength 


This should internalize a greater hope. 


A HOBO HOPPING A TRAIN 


The lone hobo stood looking down the train tracks as far as he could see. 
He was looking to see if a train might be coming. 

The hobo knew that the train would need to slow down, 

For the curve going into the trestle that crossed the river. 

He also knew that was the best place to hop into a boxcar. 
Swift on his feet he would need to be. 

He knew of an old trick to find out if a train was coming. 

The way is to place your hands on the track rails and then you 
Can feel the vibration of an approaching train. 

Suddenly the hobo’s ears perked up, 

He could hear a train whistle far off in the distance. 

He thought finally this was his chance. 


He could hop a freight train that would take him right into Chicago. 


A TOMBSTONE IN DANVILLE, VERMONT 


There in the little hamlet of Danville, Vermont 
Sits a tombstone on a hill. 

Under this stone is my father’s grave, 

The father I never knew! 

His name was Bill 

Our paths crossed but once 

While he was alive. 

His body lays in that grave still. 

It’s sad when a son and daughter 

Never know their dad. 

He rests on a little cemetery hill. 

My father’s decaying bones will 

Remain in that little plot of earth for eternity! 
In a little hamlet named Danville 

We met but once since my birth 

But we know there is no going back 

We can’t change that which is a fact 


For it is what it is! 


ITS A TOPSY TURVY WORLD 


Everything seems to be upside down 

It’s in a state of utter disorder 

A case of total confusion 

Nothing is really as it seems 

Are we walking around backward? 

Is our perception 180 degrees off center? 

Are we now at the point like Alice? 

Our only reality is through the looking glass? 

(If I may quote Lewis Carroll) 

Sometime I feel like both Tweedledum and Tweedledee 
‘When following a certain path 

It seems more like a corkscrew than a path! 
‘When turning a sharp corner 

We find ourselves right back where we started! 
As the Cheshire cat said, “We are all mad here so 
you must be mad too, or you wouldn't be here!” 


Perhaps it is so much psychobable. 


THE GENERAL STORE 


The twelve year old boy really didn’t mind walking the mile or so 

to the general store. He did it nearly every day. In the summer 

time, he liked going there to buy an ice cream cone. He liked vanilla. 
The country store was located across the bridge in the town of 
Guildhall, Vermont. The boy lived in Northumberland, New Hampshire. 
On hot summer days he liked to take off his shirt and sneakers 

and walk on the side of the road. The old iron bridge, crossing 

the Connecticut River, was hot on his bare feet, but it toughened them up 
The nice man, who ran the general store, always greeted him with a 
cheerful, “How you doing today Red?” Some people called him Red. 
“What’s it going to be today? Ice Cream?” He seemed to always know. 
The boy always sat on the front steps of the country store to eat his 

ice cream cone and watch the cars and people go by; while thinking 


about going to the movies on Saturday in Lancaster, New Hampshire. 


RONALD COOLBETH was born in Lyndonville, Vermont in the Northeast 
Kingdom. He lived in Springfield, Massachusetts and in Vermont until he 
was 17 years old. That was when he decided he wanted to live in a place 
where the people out numbered the cows and not the other way around. 
He worked as a farm hand, lumberjack, house painter and one winter cut 
ice from the lake in Vermont for the ice house. 

When not laboring, he loves to sit down with pen and paper and write. 
He has been writing poetry, short stories and essays for most of his life. 
He has been published in literary journals, newspapers and magazines 
locally and up north through the years. 

He has also performed at open mic poetry events in the area for many 
years. 

He is known to the local Springfield poetry group as the Philosopher 


Poet. 


«x OF MASSACHUSE ry, 


\ A 
“MTA 


sd PSU - PROFESSIONAL USA- CLASSIFIED — 


PRINT SERVICES - UNION SHOP 


